The Attack on the Tuileries
checked this mob, how broken it, how bent it to his will.
Never for one instant was he in a panic; his mind worked
with clock-like sureness. It would have indeed been well
for the king that day, had he leaned from his window
and called the young man in.
It was after the September massacres, which matched
in violence this fateful August night, that Napoleon
escorted his sister, Marianne Elise, from the school at
St.-Cyr, made his way to Marseilles, thence by boat home.
The sister and brother did not have much to say to
each other on the way down. He was absorbed; and for
escort she might easily have preferred another young
man. Still she was ready enough to rave over her best
hat which Napoleon had snatched from her head and
crushed under his heel. But his ruthlessness was only a
ruse, for that white plume had been like a red rag to the
mob in Marseilles. None the less it was her only good hat;
and she would not let him hear the end of it until he
silenced her with a look that even the headstrong Mari-
anne must heed.
Letizia was, of course, glad to see them; but she was
not altogether happy.
"Only five months away," she said, gazing at Napoleon
with her fine dark eyes; "yet you are changed, my son."